
Macbeth- Act 2, Scene 1 
 

Is this a dagger which I see before me, 

The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch thee. 

I have thee not, and yet I see thee still. 

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 

To feeling as to sight? Or art thou but 

A dagger of the mind, a false creation, 

Proceeding from the heat-oppressèd brain? 

I see thee yet, in form as palpable 

As this which now I draw. 

Thou marshall’st me the way that I was going, 

And such an instrument I was to use. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o' th' other senses, 

Or else worth all the rest. I see thee still, 

And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood, 

Which was not so before.  

  



Lady Macbeth- Act 1, Scene 5 
 

(reading) “They met me in the day of success, and I have 

learned by the perfectest report they have more in them than 

mortal knowledge. When I burned in desire to question them 

further, they made themselves air, into which they vanished. 

Whiles I stood rapt in the wonder of it came missives from the 

king, who all-hailed me 'Thane of Cawdor,' by which title, 

before, these weird sisters saluted me, and referred me to the 

coming on of time with 'Hail, king that shalt be!' This have I 

thought good to deliver thee, my dearest partner of greatness, 

that thou might’st not lose the dues of rejoicing, by being 

ignorant of what greatness is promised thee. Lay it to thy heart, 

and farewell.” 


